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The  New  Birth 

I  HAVE  a  friend  with  one  absorbing  passion,  and 
that  is  for  those  whom  he  calls  "  his  men."  How 
his  eyes  flash  and  gleam  when  he  talks  of  them! 
Their  bravery,  their  humour,  their  cheerfulness,  and 
the  sense  of  what  they  have  done  for  him,  are  his 
constant  theme.     He  has  often  said  to  me  that  the 
only  course  which  is  open  to  him  is  to  give  his 
life  in  the  service  of  such  men. 

He  knows  of  the  social  inequalities  of  life,  and 
hates  with  a  bitter  hatred  the  old  social  system. 
One  night,  as  we  chatted  together,  he  chanted  to 
me  those  words  from  that  great  poem  of  a  soldier, 
F.  W.  Harvey : 

If  we  return,  will  England  be 

Just  England  still  to  you  and  me? 

The  place  where  we  must  earn  our  bread  ? 

We  who  have  walked  among  the  dead. 

And  watched  the  smile  of  agony, 

And  seen  the  price  of  Liberty. 

Which  we  have  taken  carelessly 

From  other  hands.     Nay,  we  shall  dread, 

Jf  we  return. 

Dread  lest  we  bold  blood-guiltily 

Tbe  things  that  men  have  died  to  free. 

"  Never  again  "  :  he  said,  "  we  must  reconstruct 
our  country  :  we  need  a  bold  policy  of  reconstruc- 
tion." 

I  said  to  him,  "  1  heartily  agree  with  you,  but 
would  it  not  be  better  to  speak  of  regeneration  rather 
than  reconstruction  ?  Can  the  same  men  recon- 1 
struct  a  better  world  unless  there  is  a  change  of 
character  ?  If  our  architects  of  civilisation  have  ; 
built  a  house  whose  foundations  could  not  stand  the 
strain,  shall  we  entrust  them  with  the  building  of  a 
new  one  ?  If  we  are  to  reconstruct  society,  we  need 
to  realise  the  imperative  need  of  the  regeneration  of 
individuals." 
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To  this  he  at  once  retorted,  "  I  wish  you  would 
not  hurl  at  my  head  that  heavy-sounding  and  mean- 
ingless theological  word  regeneration.  It  is  as  dead 
as  a  fossil  in  a  museum.  That  is  the  worst  of  you 
parsons — you  have  such  a  fetish  for  the  obsolete 
word  and  '  the  dead  thing.'  ' 

This  conversation  looks  rather  brutal  on  paper, 
yet  it  was  quite  friendly,  for  as  he  spoke,  he  smiled. 
Still,  I  knew  that  he  felt  that  about  theological 
*erms  there  is  a  certain  air  of  unreality.  So  I 
replied  to  him  : 

"  Regeneration  is  rather  a  heavy  word — there  is 
as  much  lead  in  it  as  in  '  Reconstruction ' — but  it 
speaks  about  life,  not  death.  We  will  not  quarrel 
over  the  word,  let  us  rather  think  about  the  thing  of 
which  it  tells.  Call  it  what  you  will,  you  can  find  no 
word  beautiful  enough  to  express  it  '  The  Soul's 
Awakening,'  '  Renewal,'  '  The  Return  to  Youth/ 
these  all  merely  suggest  a  portion  and  cannot  reveal 
the  whole.  There  is  in  this  truth  the  white  light  of 
dawn,  the  dew  of  the  morning,  the  fragrance  of 
the  flowers,  and  the  song  of  the  birds  of  spring ; 
it  speaks  of  new  light  in  the  eyes,  of  love  in  the 
heart,  of  rhythm,  in  a  word,  of — Youth  Why  do 
you  tilt  at  a  word  in  theology,  and  rejoice  over  it 
in  art  ?  1  have  often  heard  you  speak  with  enthu- 
siasm of  '  The  Renaissance '  :  to  you  it  speaks  of 
the  opening  of  prison  doors,  of  the  awakening  of 
the  world  from  sleep,  of  the  rebirth  of  Art  and  of 
Literature.  Surely  you  will  admit  that  we  need  a 
Renaissance  in  the  soul  of  the  nation.  The  whole 
point  of  the  soldier's  poem,  that  you  quoted,  is 
that  we  cannot  accept  the  sacrifice  of  men  and  rest 
content  in  the  old  class-system  of  the  days  before 
the  war — we  need  new  men  for  a  new  world.  It 
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is  clear  to  both  of  us  that  the  trouble  with  the  old 
world  was  that  it  was  old — there  were  wrinkles  and 
grey  hairs  upon  its  soul,  it  was  full  of  the  preju- 
dices and  the  conventions  of  age.     Let  us  recall 
some  of  its  watchwords  :    '  secret  diplomacy/  '  the 
balance  of  power/  '  each  man  for  himself,  and  the 
devil  take  the  hindmost/  '  what  I  have,  I  hold/ 
You  often  stormed  against  the  vulgarity  of  wealth, 
the  deification  of  the  self-made  man,  the  material- 
isation of  life.    You  are  a  lover  of  the  open  road, 
of  the  breeze,  of  the  wide-stretching  moors,  and 
to  you  that  old  civilisation  was  as  stuffy  as  a  room 
in  which  the  windows  are  never  opened.     It  needed 
the    touch    of    Youth,    and    the    breeze    beating 
upon   its   face.     Surely   the   Renaissance   brought 
back  to  the  Art  and  Literature  of  Europe  a  long- 
lost    youth — and    Re-Birth    will    make    us    young 
again     We  will  not  squabble  about  words,  but  the 
truth  of  which  the  word  speaks  is  that  Youth  can 
be  recaptured,  and  that  the  breeze  may  once  again 
blow  across  the  hearts  of  men.     When  Jesus  said. 
1  Ye  must  be  born  again/  He  also  said,  '  The  wind 
bloweth  where  it  listeth,  and  thou  nearest  the  voice 
thereof,  but  knowest  not  whence  it  cometh  and 
whither  it  goeth  ;    so  is  every  one  that  is  born  of 
the  Spirit/    Sometimes  even  you  grow  tired,  and 
then  you  fare  forth  to  the  moors,  and  the  breeze 
cleanses  you  from  all  your  weariness,  and  you  be- 
come fresh  and  young  again.     You  will  remember 
how  Charles  Kingsley  loved  to  walk  across  wide 
stretches  of  country  with  the  gale  beating  about  him 
— and  so  do  you.    The  Spirit  of  God — and  I  need  ' 
not  remind  you,  that^his~might  be  translated  the 
Wind  of  God — is  the  great  gale  which  sweeps  away 
our   weakness,    and   invigorates    and    renews   our 
nature." 
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My  friend  at  this  point  broke  in  upon  my  con- 
versation, and  said : 

"  I  can  follow  you  some  of  the  way,  for  all  you 
say  of  the  moors  is  true  ;   I  know  of  their  populous 
silence,  their  ministry  of  healing,  and  that  there  is 
likewise  a  wind  upon  the  heath.    When  I  hear  the 
moors  calling  me,  I  can  go  to  them  ;   but  can  I  by 
seeking  find  out  the  moors  where  God's  gale  blows 
upon  the  soul  ?  Does  there  blow  a  gale  that  changes 
the  hearts  of  men,  and  makes  the  old  to  be  young 
again  ?    Does  history  reveal  the  fact  that  God's 
wind  has  blown  and  made  new  that  which  was  old  ? 
Are  these  radical  changes  of  character  and  habit 
a  fact  of  life  ?  I  am  inclined  to  ask  with  Nicodemus, 
'  How  can  a  man  be  born  when  he  is  old  ?   Can  he 
enter  a  second  time  into  his  mother's  womb,  and 
be  born  ?  '     I  am  quite  willing  to  admit  that  times 
of  illumination  come  in  Literature,   and  in  that 
realm   the   breezes   blow.    Whenever   I   read   the 
poets  of  the  eighteenth  century,  I  feel  that  they 
are  clever,  cold  and  conventional,  but  never  lyrical. 
They  are  so  old ;   and  how  I  rejoice  at  the  coming 
of  the  Romantic  Movement  which  tells  of  youth  ! 
I  hear  the  gale  blowing  about  the  heart  of  William 
Blake.    Because  he  is  a  child,  he  calls  to  the  child 
in  the  heart  of  me :    when  I  read  Wordsworth,  I 
scent  the  coming  of  spring :    Keats  and  Shelley 
too  are  children  of  the  morning.     It  is  quite  true 
I  to  say  that  English  Literature  was  then  born  again  ; 
'  those  singers  saw  Beauty  in  all  her  freshness  and 
eternal  youth — to  them  came  the  vision  direct, 
immediate,  and  that  vision  cleansed  their  eyes  and 
made   them   young.     I   know   that   Literature   is 
a  part  of  life,  but  it  is  not  all  of  it.     It  certainly 
illustrates  the  truth  of  which  we  are  talking,  but 
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it  does  not  cover  the  whole  ground.  Can  the  men 
of  a  nation  be  re-born  in  a  day  ?  Can  something 
happen  which  will  change  the  values  of  life,  anni- 
hilate its  soul-destroying  prejudices  and  vested 
interests,  and  make  us  young  and  pure  again  ?  " 
Now  all  this  conversation  caused  chords  of  feel- 
ing to  vibrate  within  me — and  I  loved  his  refer- 
ences to  Literature.  I  caught  echoes  of  the  words  : 

Little  Lamb,  who  made  thee  ? 
Dost  thou  know  who  made  thee  ? 

Little  Lamb,  I'll  tell  thee,* 
Little  Lamb,  I'll  tell  thee  : 
He  is  called  by  thy  name, 
For  He  calls  Himself  a  Lamb. 

I  knew  that  of  such  poets  is  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven,  and  realised  that  in  the  poetry  of  youth 
there  is  a  depth  and  a  love  stronger  than  death. 
I  thought  of  the  lines  of  Wordsworth  : 

She  lived  unknown,  and  few  could  know 

When  Lucy  ceased  to  be  ; 
But  she  is  in  her  grave,  and,  oh, 

The  difference  to  me  ! 

But  I  knew  that  while  his  examples  suggested  the 
truth  of  the  New  Birth,  they  still  left  much  to  be 
said.  I  recalled  to  him  his  love  of  Rupert  Brooke, 
and  said  to  him  : 

"  Something  happened  to  Rupert  Brooke  that 
made  him  know  that  he  had  stepped  out  of  an  old 
world  into  a  new  one.  There  is  a  new  ring  about 
his  poetry ;  it  is  no  longer  a  confession  of  a  mood, 
but  rather  a  confession  of  faith  : 

Now,  God  be  thanked  who  has  matched  us  with  His  hour, 

And  caught  our  youth  and  wakened  us  from  sleeping, 
With  hand  made  sure,  clear  eye,  and  sharpened  power, 

To  turn,  as  swimmers  into  cleanness  leaping, 
Glad  from  a  world  grown  eld  and  cold  and  weary, 

Leave  the  sick  hearts  that  honour  could  not  move, 
And  half  men,  and  their  dirty  songs  and  dreary, 

And  all  the  little  emptiness  ol  love. 


6  THE  NEW  BIRTH 

Rupert  Brooke  looked  out  upon  a  world  grown  old, 
and  cold,  and  weary,  and  peopled  with  half  men  ; 
the  breeze  blew,  the  silver  trumpet  called — and 
he  stepped  forth  clad  in  his  magnificent  youth  to 
answer  the  great  summons  of  1914  The  voice  of 
England  called  to  something  deep  down  within 
him :  he  arose  and  answered  it ;  his  life  reached 
a  new  level,  and  the  challenge  called  forth  a  new 
Rupert  Brooke.  It  is  a  story  of  heightened  feel- 
ings, of  a  vision  of  England,  not  new,  for  it  had 
been  seen  in  a  mist  before — but  now  he  gazes  upon 
it  with  unbeclouded  eyes." 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  there  is  no  doubt  that  the 
War  made  many  such  transformations  in  character. 
I  often  think  it  created  a  new  Oxford — you  remem- 
ber the  old  days.  Oftentimes  in  the  trenches  I  have 
thought  about  the  difference  betwixt  the  aimless- 
ness  of  life  before  and  the  grim  determination  which 
was  ours  in  days  of  war.  I  am  convinced,  however, 
that  underneath  the  seeming  purposelessness  of  our 
lives  there  was  a  deep  seriousness,  and  that  our 
outward  satisfaction  was  a  mask  which  we  wore  to 
hide  our  dissatisfactions,  and  our  yearnings  for 
better  things.  I  am  not  sure  that  it  is  true  to  say 
that  we  became  new  men  in  the  sense  that  what  we 
were  was  unrelated  to  what  we  became.  I  should 
rather  say  that  masks  foil  off.  that  there  was  a 
casting  away  of  our  disguises,  and  that  the  true 
man  within  us  was  revealed.  Nothing  before  had 
come  to  challenge  our  self-interest,  and  to  stab  our 
spirits  broad  awake.  Then  one  morning  in  that 
August  of  summer  loveliness,  a  call  came — and  the 
true  man  within  us  heard  it,  and  said.  '  Here  am 
I.'  I  should  not  call  that  a  New  Birth,  so  much 
as  a  soul's  awakening  to  the  claims  of  Freedom." 
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These  words  were  to  me  like  a  photographic 
film  reeling  off  its  pictures  before  my  eyes.  I 
saw  an  Oxford  crowded  with  happy  youth,  and 
then  the  colleges  empty,  the  houses  untenanted 
by  youth,  the  river  no  longer  echoing  back  the 
sound  of  merry  voices.  The  trumpet  had  sounded, 
and  youth  had  flown  to  France  and  Flanders, 
and  to  the  camps  of  England.  I  said  to  him  : 

"  We  will  not  quarrel  about  words.  Regenera- 
tion, if  you  will  allow  me  to  use  the  word,  tells 
of  the  free  passage  of  divine  life  into  the  soul  of 
man — it  does  not  speak  of  the  giving  of  new  facul- 
ties, but  rather  of  the  heightening  of  the  will,  the 
love,  and  mind  of  a  man,  by  the  Spirit  of  God. 
You  will  remember  that  Michael  Angelo  loved  to 
say  that  he  did  not  create  the  angel  out  of  the 
marble,  but  that  he  released  the  angel  from  the 
material  that  kept  it  a  prisoner.  In  the  same  way 
Julian  of  Norwich  in  the  fourteenth  century  thought 
of  the  New  Birth  not  so  much  as  a  new  creation 
out  of  new  materials  foreign  to  the  life  of  the  soul 
but  rather  as  releasing  from  imprisonment  the 
white  unstained  child  which  romps  somewhere 
within  the  heart  even  of  the  aged  and  sinful.  This 
doctrine  of  New  Birth  seems  to  me  to  be  writ  in 
letters  of  flame  across  life.  No  one  can  do  any- 
thing in  any  realm  without  their  life  being  invaded 
by  some  great  catastrophic  happening.  In  my 
school  days  I  have  seen  a  seemingly  dull  boy  wake 
up  out  of  his  drowsiness,  and  work  with  a  new 
zeal  and  spirit.  To  him  study  was  a  heavy  task 
imposed  upon  him  by  stern  schoolmasters ;  but 
one  day  he  caught  a  vision  of  the  glories  and  con- 
quests of  knowledge,  and  thirsted  to  drink  deep 
from  its  wells.  Some  new  teacher  had  come,  and 
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with  a  kindled  heart  and  passionate  love  had  stirred 
the  boy's  sluggish  nature.  Something  happened 
to  him.  It  was  the  New  Birth  of  knowledge  in  the 
soul  of  the  boy.  It  is  the  change  of  which  Words- 
worth speaks  in  '  Peter  Bell ' : 

And  now  is  Peter  taught  to  feel 
That  man's  heart  is  a  holy  thing  : 

And  nature  through  a  world  of  death 

Breathes  into  him  a  second  breath, 
More  searching  than  the  breath  of  spring. 

"  The  same  gift  is  needed  by  the  poet.  He  may 
know  all  about  the  technique  of  verse,  but  he  is 
only  a  rhymester  until  he  has  seen  the  Vision 
Beautiful.  Something  happens  to  him  one  day — it 
may  be  from  gazing  at  a  sunset,  or  from  watching 
the  wind  swaying  and  caressing  the  reeds  by  the 
side  of  a  lake,  or  the  sight  of  a  field  of  golden  corn, 
or  a  walk  across  the  moors  when  night  falls,  or 
standing  at  the  grave  of  a  loved  one — and  he  sees 
as  he  has  never  seen  before  the  mystery  and  the 

beauty  of  the  world.  His  soul  is  thrilled,  wild  tidal 
passions  of  love  sweep  across  the  strings  of  the 
harp  of  his  soul,  and  music  breaks  forth.  He  is 
no  longer  a  rhymester,  he  is  a  poet.  What  has 
happened  ?  It  is  the  New  Birth  of  Poetry  in  the 
soul  of  the  man. 

"  I  like  that  story  of  a  Professor  of  Music  who 
said  to  a  gifted  pupil  of  his,  who  had  every  gift 
of  music,  save  soul,  which  would  have  given  passion 
and  meaning  to  all  her  other  gifts,  '  You  will  never 
be  a  great  singer  until  some  great  sorrow  has  come 
to  you — then  you  will  sing.'  She  needed  some- 
thing to  break  up  the  regularity  of  her  song,  some 
swift  irruption  of  sorrow,  something  which  would 
fling  her  out  of  her  self-centredness,  and  give  her 
a  self-forgetfulness  which  would  help  her  to  lose 
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herself   in   passionate   song.    You   can   call    that 
change  anything  you  like,  but  I  say  that  it  would 
be  the  New  Birth  of  Song  in  the  Scul  of  the  Singer." 
My  friend  said  to  me  :   "  All  this  is  preaching  to 
the  converted.     I  agree  that  the  War  wrought  a 
great  change  in  life  ;  that  heightened  feelings  make 
the  scholar,  the  poet,  and  the  musician  ;  that  things 
happen  in  life  which  give  a  new  value  and  meaning 
to  it.     But  in  the  case  of  war  the  reason  is  obvious — 
there  is  the  peril  to  your  land,   there  is  liberty 
in  jeopardy,  the  call  is  so  clear,  and  must  be  answered. 
It  is  easy  to  see  the  Vision  of  the  Country's  Need. 
You  talk  about  the  catastrophic  happening,  and 
the  irruption  of  some  new  fact — of  course  the  new 
fact  creates  the  new  experience.     It  is  the  same  in 
the  story  of  the  boy  at  school,  the  poet,  and  the 
musician — love  breaks  in,  and  the  whole  of  the 
faculties    are    heightened    and    strengthened.     In 
those  illustrations  you  are  dealing  with  realities. 
But  when  you  talk  about  the  spiritual  regeneration 
of  the  country,  I  have  a  feeling  that  we  are  juggling 
with  words.     Knowledge  can  unfold  its  wonderful 
pages,  nature  can  reveal  her  fair  face,  passion  can 
enter  into  the  heart  and  give  soul  to  music,  but  can 
there  come  to  the  soul  a  great  fact,  which,  in  days 
of  peace,  will  break  down  the  barriers  of  class- 
hatred  and  selfishness,  and  express  life  in  terms 
of  service  ?     Is  there  anything  in  Peace  that  is 
great  enough  to  make  us  a  band  of  brothers  as  the 
men  of  my  company  were  in  days  of  war  ?     I  have 
great  fears  lest  now  that  danger  has  passed,  we 
shall  slip  back  again  into  the  old  grooves  of  selfish- 
ness.    There  is  a  unity  which  may  come  to  a  nation 
through  the  cement  of  fear,  but  it  will  not  hold 
when   the   danger   passes.    A    war   correspondent 
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tells  us  that  in  the  early  days  of  the  "War,  certain 
Russian  and  German  soldiers  were  in  peril  from  a 
pack  of  wolves.  Seeing  their  common  danger,  they 
fought  together  against  the  ravenous  beasts,  and 
defeated  them.  They  then  slipped  back  into  their 
trenches,  and  fought  one  another  as  before.  Which 
things  may  be  an  allegory.  In  this  land  we  were 
united  against  a  common  foe.  Victory  has  now 
come  to  us.  If  there  is  no  change  in  our  character, 
we  shall  creep  back  into  the  old  class  trenches,  and 
fight  one  another.  I  agree  with  you  that  we 
need  new  men  for  a  new  age — but  can  we  get  them, 
and  if  so,  how  ?  We  need  men  who  will  transcend 
class,  and  the  barriers  of  nationality,  and  the 
greeds  and  selfishnesses  of  life." 

"  Now,"  I  said,  "  we  are  getting  to  grips  with 
our  subject.  Long  years  ago,  in  the  early  days  of 
the  Church,  the  proud  patrician  and  the  slave 
gathered  together  in  worship,  and  hailed  one 
another  as  brother.  Whenever  there  is  a  real, 
living  experience  of  Jesus  Christ  there  is  a  deep 
•  experience  of  brotherhood.  We  now  know  the 
* .  meaning  of  the  great  Napoleonic  maxim,  '  The  first 
l'i  essential  of  victory  is  unity  of  command.'  It  is  the 
first  essential  of  every  true  state — it  is  the  central 
truth  of  religion.  We  shall  have  a  new  world  when 
we  give  to  Jesus  the  Unity  of  Command.  It  is 
Jesus  who  speaks  to  us  of  the  New  Birth  :  '  Except 
a  man  be  born  again,  he  cannot  see  the  kingdom 
of  God.'  It  is  the  Spirit  of  Love  that  comes  as  a 
fire  and  a  breeze  to  let  us  feel  the  healing  and 
invigorating  winds  of  God  ;  and  to  burn  away  from 
us  the  baseness  of  our  life.  I  am  wearied  to  death 
by  the  constant  refrain  that  wars  will  never  cease 
for  it  is  human  nature  to  fight.  People  talk  in 
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this  way  as  if  the  last  word  in  life  were  human 
nature  It  is  human  nature  to  fight :  it  is  divine 
nature  to  live  a  life  of  brotherhood  and  love.  '  That 
which  is  born  of  the  flesh  is  flesh  :  that  which  is 
born  of  the  Spirit  is  spirit.'  Even  a  League  of 
Nations  with  all  its  restraints  cannot  eliminate  war 
— it  will  make  it  difficult,  but  not  impossible.  The 
tragedy  of  civilisation  is  that  upon  it  there  has  come 
the  rebuke  which  Jesus  gave  to  Peter  :  '  Thou  art 
a  stumblingblock  unto  Me :  for  thou  thinkest  not 
like  a  God  but  like  a  man.'  We  need  to  take 
God's  standpoint,  to  think  His  thoughts  after  Him. 
"  The  Re-emergence  of  the  Divine  in  the  heart 
of  man,  the  full  play  of  the  Divine  upon  our  life, 
is  the  hope  of  the  world,  and  its  only  hope.  History 
is  not  settled  at  Versailles — it  was  settled  in  the 
manger,  on  Calvary,  at  the  Empty  Tomb,  and  at 
the  right  hand  of  God.  We  need  a  new  race  of  men 
who  will  strive  to  create  a  world  according  to  the 
will  of  God  In  the  early  days  of  the  Church,  the 
disciples  were  called  '  The  Third  Race  ' — there  was 
something  distinctive  about  them.  They  overleapt 
the  barriers  of  nationality,  spoke  the  language  of 
Love,  asserted  the  claims  of  the  divine  upon  life, 
and  turned  the  world  upside  down.  They  were  the 
children  of  a  new  birth,  and  gave  dramatic  evidence 
\  of  the  truth  of  the  words,  '  If  any  man  is  In  Christ, 
:  be  is  a  new  creation  :  the  eld  things  are  passed 
I  away:  behold,  they  are  become  new'  And  that 
newness  is  not  of  novelty,  but  of  freshness.  That 
is  the  work  of  Jesus,  who  came  with  a  fresh  teaching  : 
of  the  One  who  saith  '  Behold  I  make  all  things 
fresh.'  It  is  only  men  who  have  heard  Him  speak 
those  words  that  see  a  fresh  heaven  and  a  fresh 
earth  ;  they  alone  catch  sight  of  the  holy  City, 
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the  New  Jerusalem,  coming  down  out  of  heaven  h 
as  a  bride  adorned  for  her  husband ;  and  there  is  { 
always  a  bridal  freshness  about  the  reborn  city.  ' 
The  Christian  character  has  ever  this  freshness 
resting  upon  it — '  the  freshness  and  the  glory  of  a 
dream.'  The  angels  in  Art  are  always  young,  and 
the  saints  are  ever  the  children  of  Spring.  Let  us 
gaze  at  some  of  them  :  John  the  Divine,  old  in 
years,  but  young  in  heart,  with  but  one  message, 
'  Little  children,  love  one  another ; '  Francis  of 
Assisi,  who  chants  his  Canticle  to  the  Sun,  and 
calls  the  bear  his  brother,  the  wolf  his  sister,  and  the 
afflicted  God's  patients ;  Jean  de  Gerson,  scholar 
of  great  gifts,  who  spends  his  last  years  in  the 
University  of  Paris  teaching  the  little  ones  ;  Henry 
Drummond,  who  lives  a  strong  sunny  life,  and 
meets  pain  and  death  with  merry  jokes  and  a  child- 
like faith.  The  world's  best  are  all  born  again, 
they  are  all  children." 

My  friend  looked  at  me,  and  said  :  "  Yes,  I  have 
learned  that,  for  I  too  have  known  some  who  spoke 
to  me  of  that  truth.  There  was  a  young  soldier 
who  joined  us  in  France ;  and  although  he  said 
little  about  his  faith,  its  beauty  and  freshness 
escaped  none  of  us.  Something  had  happened  to 
him  that  had  transformed  his  life.  When  one  night 
I  stood  at  his  grave,  while  I  sadly  mourned  his 
passing,  I  knew  that  his  was  the  faith  which  over- 
cometh  the  world  and  death.  I  do  not  know  '  how 
these  things  can  be,'  but  I  do  know  that  they  are." 

We  had  passed  beyond  that  realm  in  which  we 
thought  of  differences,  for  we  both  had  seen  the 
fact  of  the  transformed  life.  To  us  it  was  not  so 
much  a  proof  which  came  through  a  clever  array- 
ing of  texts,  but  rather  through  an  inner  know- 
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ledge  that  all  reformation  comes  through  the  impact 
of  the  divine  upon  human  life.  We  knew  that  He 
who  said,  "  Ye  must  be  born  again,"  also  said, 
"  Except  ye  turn  and  become  as  little  children, 
ye  shall  in  no  wise  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 
We  knew  that  Jesus  demanded  a  new  temper 
of  mind — a  readiness  to  receive  the  divine  light, 
an  alertness  and  quickness  to  seize  the  new  truth, 
and  a  trust  which  was  like  that  which  a  child  has 
in  its  mother.  We  saw  clearly  that  the  Spirit  can 
make  little  impression  on  the  heart  which  is  old 
and  stony,  but  that  He  yearns  for  the  heart  which 
is  like  that  of  a  child,  plastic  and  quick  to  receive 
the  impress  of  the  Spirit.  It  was  a  joy  to  us  to 
remind  ourselves  that  what  we  cannot  do,  God 
will  do  for  us.  "I  will  put  My  law  in  their  inward 
parts,  and  in  their  heart  will  I  write  it."  "  A  new 
heart  also  will  I  give  you,  and  a  new  spirit  will  I 
put  within  you,  and  I  will  take  away  the  stony 
heart  out  of  your  flesh,  and  I  will  give  you  an  heart 
of  flesh." 

It  was  clear  to  us  there  can  be  no  separation  of 
Jesus  from  the  miracle  of  the  New  Birth.  He  tells 
us  of  it :  He  unfolds  in  His  human  life  the  beauty 
of  the  divine  character  :  He  sends  unto  us  the 
Holy  Spirit,  who  reveals  to  us  that  "  there  is  like- 
wise a  wind  upon  the  heath."  We  saw  that  there 
can  be  no  true  reformation  of  the  world  without  a 
spiritual  regeneration  :  that  we  cannot  reconstruct 
unless  we  are  reconstructed.  We  both  knew  that 
the  great  facts  of  history  are  the  stories  of  changed  9,  , 
lives — of  a  Saul  who  became  Paul,  of  the  trans- 
formation of  Augustine  from  sensuality  to  saint- 
hood, of  the  passing  of  the  tournament  and  banquet- 
loving  Francis  of  Assisi  into  the  troubadour  of 
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Divine  Love,  of  the  change  wrought  in  the  lives  of 
Luther  and  Wesley,  and  countless  others.  For  the 
men  who  have  changed  the  course  of  history  have 
been  the  men  whose  lives  have  been  changed. 

I  turned  to  my  friend  and  said  :  "  Do  you  remem- 
ber, in  the  old  days,  how  we  chanted  to  one  another 
snatches  from  John  Masefield's  '  The  Everlasting 
Mercy/  and  how  we  followed  the  procession  of 
events  in  the  life  of  Silas  Kane,  who  said  : 

I  cursed,  t'would  make  a  man  look  pale, 
And  nineteen  times  I  went  to  gaol. 

Do  you  not  think  that  his  experience  of  the  com- 
ing of  divine  life  tells  us  the  secret  of  the  New 
Birth  ? 

The  bolted  door  had  broken  in, 

I  knew  that  I  had  done  with  sin. 

I  knew  that  Christ  had  given  me  birth 

To  brother  all  the  souls  on  earth. 

And  every  bird  and  every  beast 

Should  share  the  crumbs  broke  at  the  feast. 

The  New  Birth  is  the  breaking  down  of  our  doors 
of  convention,  prejudice,  and  self-interest,  and  the 
coming  home  of  Divine  Love — it  is  the  '  glory  of 
the  lighted  mind '  which  makes  us  clearly  see  that 
Christ  has  '  given  us  birth  to  brother  all  the  souls 
on  earth.'  It  is  our  true  home-coming  into  the 
Father's  home.  It  is  our  answer  to  the  eternal 
invitation,  so  tenderly  sung  by  a  seventeenth- 
century  poet : 

My  blood  so  red 

For  thee  was  shed. 
Come  home  again,  come  home  again  j 
My  own  sweet  heart,  come  home  again  ! 

You've  gone  astray 

Out  of  your  way, 
Come  home  again,  come  home  again  ! 

For  when  you  come  home,  Love's  welcome  always 
makes  you  young. 
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"  Arthur  Symons  tells  us,  '  I  was  once  showing 
Rodin  (the  great  French  sculptor)  some  facsimiles 
of  Blake's  drawings,  and  telling  him  about  Blake. 
I  said,  "  He  used  literally  to  see  these  figures  :  they 
are  not  mere  inventions."  "  Yes,"  said  Rodin, 
"  he  saw  them  once ;  he  should  have  seen  them 
three  or  four  times." '  That  story  has  much 
to  teach  us.  The  more  we  see  Jesus,  the  more  will 
our  life  be  reinforced  by  the  Spirit  of  Love,  and 
we  shall  know,  as  Laurence  Housman  said  the  other 
day  with  such  insight,  that  the  symbol  of  Christianity 
is  not  one  cross,  but  three  crosses — divine  love 
in  the  midst  of  sinful  men.  The  Spirit  of  Love  . 
will  fall  upon  us,  and  we  shall  be  new  men,  and 
ready  to  create  a  new  world." 

..••••*••• 

It  was  now  late  into  the  night,  and  my  friend 
said  to  me :  "  Often  have  I  thought  of  the  rivers 
of  Lethe,  in  which  tired  and  broken  old  men  and 
women  bathed,  and  became  young  again  by  for- 
getting. But  the  Gospel  story  is  sweeter  music 
than  that,  for  it  tells  us  that  we  may  become  young 
again  by  remembering  the  love  of  Jesus.  I  have 
been  calling  to  mind  that  in  one  of  the  great  stories 
of  the  world  a  learned  doctor  of  science  becomes 
young  again  by  selling  himself  to  the  devil.  But 
how  glorious  it  is  to  remember  that  in  the  most 
beautiful  story  in  the  world,  we  become  young 
again  by  giving  ourselves  to  the  One  who  said, 
'  Come  unto  Me.'  You  are  right,  for  the  new  age 
we  need  new  men,  who  are  young  because  they 
are  born  of  the  Spirit.  It  is  only  such  men  that 
can  '  greet  the  unseen  with  a  cheer  '  and  cry  : 

Bliss  was  it  in  that  dawn  to  be  alive 
But  to  be  young  was  very  heaven  !  " 
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